that hath laid knives under his pillow, and halters in his
pew; set ratsbane by his porridge; made him proud of
heart, to ride on a bay trotting-horse over four-inched
bridges, to course his own shadow for a traitor. Bless thy
five wits ! Tom's a-cold. O ! do de, do de, do de. Bless
thee from whirlwinds, star-blasting, and taking ! Do poor
Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes.

SHAKESPEARE (from King Lear)

The keener tempests rise : and fuming dun
From all the livid east, or piercing north,
Thick clouds ascend; in whose capacious womb
A vapoury deluge lies, to snow congeal'd.
Heavy they roll their fleecy world along;
And the sky saddens with the gathered storm.
Thro' the hush'd air the whitening shower
descends,
At first thin wavering, till at last the flakes
Fall broad, and wide, and fast, dimming the day,
With a continual flow. The cherish'd fields
Put on their winter-robe of purest white.
'Tis brightness all; save where the new snow melts
Along the mazy current. Low, the woods
Bow their hoar head; and, ere the languid sun
Faint from the west emits his evening ray,
Earth's universal face, deep hid, and chill,
Is one wild dazzling waste, that buries wide
The works of Man. Drooping, the labourer-ox
Stands cover'd o'er with snow, and then demands
The fruit of all his toil. The fowls of heaven,
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